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precipice/ exclaimed Mean sympathetically. " Yet
have you pressingly laid the facts before the spirits
of your distinguished ancestors with a Request for
their direct intervention ? "

" The expedient has not been neglected," replied
Lin, "and appropriate sacrifices have accompanied
the request. But even while in the form of an
ordinary existence the venerable ones in question
were becoming distant in their powers of hearing,
and doubtless with increasing years the ineptitude
has grown, It would almost seem that in the case
of a person so obtuse as Wang Ho is, more direct
means would have to be employed."

"It is well said," assented Mean, "that those who
are unmoved by the threat of a vat of flaming
sulphur in the Beyond, rend the air if they chance
to step on a burning cinder here on earth."

"The suggestion is a timely one," replied Lin.
"Wang Ho's weak spot lies between his hat and
his sandals. Only of late, feeling the natural
infirmities of time pressing about him, he has
expended a thousand taels in the purchase of an
elaborate burial robe, which he wears on every
fit occasion, so that the necessity for its ultimate
use may continue to be remote."

" A thousand taels!" repeated Mean. " With that
sum you could-----"

" Assuredly. The coincidence may embody some-
thing in the nature of an omen favourable to our-
selves. At the moment, however, this person has
not any clear-cut perception of how the benefit
may be attained."

" The amount referred to has already passed into
the hands of the merchant in burial robes ?"

"Irrevocably. In the detail of the transference
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